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of this world. I know your story; Ballater told it me; and
a man who's left in charge of his family when he's still an
undergraduate and pulls a business out of the fire isn't an
incompetent. It's not the sort of efficiency that I'm capable
of. A mother, two sisters, a young brother to educate—I'd
have deserted them in a week. I did desert my own wife
and children. Still, if you can stick that, you can stick most
things."
"It wasn't altogether a question of sticking it," Lewis
said. "It was at first. In a way it was right up to the end.
But I don't take a hero's credit. I began to be proud of it—
almost to like it. That's the devil of it all—that half of me
began to like it. But running a business and a family wasn't
what I wanted to do. This"—he lifted a hand towards the
fort—"is what I've wanted inside me all my life."
"Well," Herriot said, "to every man his own fanaticism
—as long as he's got one. It's a queer choice for you to
make. You can do your job outside and do it damned well.
Men like your company. And women too," he added, shoot-
ing a glance upward. "You could play hell with them if it
amused you. You look as if you'd burn them up with your
austerity—and that's a candle they'll always die in. Not all
women, perhaps—the silly ones like a smoother passage—
but the women worth having.... Look, man, there's what
Ballater calls your monastery. Shout! Why don't you shout
and sing and dance? I should if I saw an Avro make a land-
ing in that field, ready to take me away."
"No, you wouldn't," Lewis said. "You'd be too excited
to speak and too doubtful whether you'd get clear. This
is my chance, but God knows what I shall do with it."
"Nothing would keep me from my job," Herriot ex-
claimed. "Not a hundred mothers and sisters and brothers
—nothing but that prison. Nothing ever has. But this place
is the end for me, if I can't get out of it quick."... Observe
the corpse walking to its grave."
In the fierce extravagance of that jest there was so deep
a sadness that Lewis could find no answer to it. There were
peace and joy in his own heart. In the fort, he imagined,
day would follow day in slow, empty routine. He would

